MY COMPANION look a sip of coffee
'Yes, indeed,' he said, 'it was a queer time'
I looked him over with much curiosity
During the past three months, while I had been working
m the libraries, finding pleasure m a cross-fire of testi-
monies which I had every reason to suppose were posthu-
mous, I had got into the habit of considering the years
I was studying as belonging to a period dead and gone,
like the Renaissance or the French Revolution of '89
Though I said to myseU that barely ten years had since
elapsed, I could not manage to swim against the stream
of recriminations arid verbs in the past definite
Now that, for the first time, I was sitting face to face
with a man who had taken part in those events m Siberia,
I felt as though I wcic living through that silly story of
the mummy winch came to life under the Egyptologist's
hands
I had met him by chance m Montparnassc Baltic by
origin, during his student days in Russia he had been
surprised by the war and the revolution He had lived in
America, paid a visit to the Far East, and gone in for
journalism before finding his true place in life at a table
in a Pans ta$, where you can grow old in peace at the
cost of a white coffee a day
Out of his stay in the United States he had preserved a
taste for square-toed biown shoes; and out of his travels
m Transbaikalia he had preserved the memory of a
meeting with Ungern
I had luicd him into this caf6 on the boulevards by
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